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'Tohis good Friends, © 


JIUYEWE 1x7 jeares are now poſt , fince1 
| YR; FT Groaned ___ aps 
MIVIFEG order of my frrovg 4fuctt- 
YEP ons; andaltbeagh the World, 
',-- - that art ignorant of nee, may 
tenſure hard of the tauſe from the Sadeffeds 
ger you that have knowne me, can better vindi- 
cate mie in your fauourable Opinions. To Tos 
therefore Irather appeale then to them, andio 
your view kr Map of my Miſeryz, © 
whereinyiu may RN what I wa, end what 
Iam. Read, and judge; and as your favis- 
Fable Interpretation Rat tnvite you , continue 
him fill in the 1:7 of your Love, that lives, 


Your faithful, though 
— unhappy Servant, 
| . G1iizns Tooxan 
A % 
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A Wake thou heavieſt Muſe that ever ſung, 
A note of Woe in Elegiakeftraine , 
Sadder then Thoſe whoſe harps on willowes hung, 
Or His-whoſc Eyes for Sin guſhc out amain : 
-Sound ro the world thy Tunesof fad Deſpair; 
Tunes all \evmmpes dof TOY; Grief, and Care. 


In this Sad night, begin thy! Wofull worke, 

Now all the face of heavzn is hung with Black : 

Now every ſtar behind a Cloud doth lurk, 

Aad I alone a peacefull Reſt doe lack: (mine, 
' Now 21l arc hafht, buc ſuch, whoſe griefelike 
Keeps waking with the noiſe of Care and Sin. 


3 
This Care, »nd Griefe, and Sin, ſoheavy lye - 
Upon my Soule, chat I can hardly ſpeake 
To thee, (my Toi) tow fain would crye : 
And if Icry not then my uſt break : 
oo yer'a broken Heart thon'lt not deſpiſe, 
My C:ud:break chen poor Heart,cryTongue,weep - 
(Eyes. 
-ome, Thou Searcher of each ſecret thought, 
taſei in mce thy all-eff: Ring Grace z 
S :!hall my Worke to good effeRt be brought, 
While I call back my naly Sins a ſpace, 
Wherwith my *oul's ſo ſtaind, as nothing may, 
Bur Biood and Wacer waſh Her {pots away. F8 
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5 
O that the learned Poets of the time, 
(That in a Love-ſick line ſo well indite) 
Would not conſume Goed Wir in wanton rime z 
Bur on ſome betrer Subje& fall, and write: 
For if cheir Muſique pleaſe in Earthly things : 
How wouldir ſoind.if ſtrain'd in Heavenly (trings! 


6 
But World! gp do beſt pleaſe Worldy men, 
That nere cnld ing the "Hanger Sions hill » d 
Nor Davids Heart to frame. nor Dewds Pen 
To Write have they ; nor have they Davids will: 
Thoſe that do doat on Earth's poſſeſſion, 
Think Heaven a Dream;8& but diſconrſ for fafhio. 


Suck is the nature of our foelith kinde, 

When praftic'd Sin hath taken np the Heart: 

| The way to Pennance dye, is hard to finde : 

For Sinners love not toendure the Smart. 
Their Saviours Yoke*s too hard ; His burden great 
They thinke ; his food tos for them to cat» 


O enter not my Sonle into their way 1 

Returne, returne, for thou haſt dyelt too long 

In the darke Nightof Sin, and now'the Day, 

And Light a : Oh couldft thon fing the Song 
Of Joy ! = thy Griets have broke thy Heart 3 
Too largely then rewarded were thy Smart. 
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od - 
; Comefinde the way, with Sorrow-rented Heart ; 
With ſwollen Eycs. and Hands upreard to Heaven, 
Toatt the grieved Maries ſadder Part, 
That would Weep ſtreams of Blood to be forgiven: 
Bur Oh | I feare my Eyes are drain'd toe dry, 
That though 1 would,yet now 1 cannot cry. 
I 


| O 

Ifany Eye therefore can ſpare a Teare, 

To fill che Fountains that muſt wet my Face ; 

Oler that Eye to this Sad Feaſt draw nearc, 

That my Complaints with Heaven may find Grace: 
For all che Tears mine Eliecs have ever Wept, . 
Were now too little, had They all been kept, 


IT 
You that have found the Worlds deceitfull Smiles 
Turn'd into frownes ; her ſhining Dayes to Nights 
Of gloomy Terror: You that have known the Wiles 
Of flattring Friends , and Pleaſures falſe Delights : 
| You who have had your Truft betrayd:yourName 
Traduc'd:your {clvs made but a Scorn, & Shame. 


I2. 
You that abhor the cheerfull San, and Day, 
Sighing for Night to cover your Sad Faces ; 
You that ſtill feele D-cember for your May : 
Nipt with the Froſt of wordly Friends Diſgfaces : 
You who have truſted all your goods to Sea 
Ta one fair Veſſel}, and that caſt away 3 


_ 


Come 


5 a .<ce ——y 
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Come fitby Me, and lets vie cur Loſes; 
Caſt up our Cares, and tell our ; Woes : 
Mine will oat-ſwell, out-number all your Crofies, 
In Plots, and Counter-plots of ſecret Foes : aa 
Your ſtories may draw Water from the” _ 

| ATI Abd} $ ing Dies 


You'ltell how you have vows your Faith to ſome 
Fair face, and count her breach of Faitha Croſſes 
You'l fay her Love, for Love return'd not home x 
But where you leokt for Profit found a Loffe : 
A Loſe indeed, but Loffe of carthly Treaſure ; 
Burwhats this Loo Loofhevvnly Paſir: 


| Love of the World, or worldly creatures Vaine ; 
For ſuch a Love now riſes, now decayes: 
And where my Love was ſuch, it prov'd my Pain : 
It promis'd Happy, but brought heavy dayes: 
Love hath a March and Aprill day: 
Yetlonger love, and __ may» 


mo the _ hStorms rmsof March po cruſh myHead 
Ap have drewn'd my 

The Beanty of my ed SS 
And this So Love thir kw d me toll Woods, 


To breath my fad aac) nov intothe Aire, 
' Aad bad me (but tha 0 Ms 
FRED 4 Pa 
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| 17 | 
But what of theſe? and what of thonſands more? - 

Theſe are thy gentler Jerks (O God; ) but 1 
Haue felt chy Iron Rod, that makes me Roare. 
Bternall Horreur, which my Soule wonld flye, 

Sexgeverlaſting Death before mine Eyes ; 
Feare of that Death _ all my Faculties. 


I 

O that mine Eyes could guſh one Tears, amaine, - 

And never ceaſe till my erernall Night, 

Till my Eye flouds his Mercy might obtain, 

Whom my Defanles have baniſht from his Sight : 
Then could I blefſe my Happy time of Crying ; 
But, Woe alas | my barren Springs are Dying. 


-*-; _ 
The Arroyes of th* Almighty ſtick ſofaſt 
Within my ſides, that their ſtrong Yenome drinks 
My Spirits up, my Joyesare gone and paſt : 
ISigh and looke to Heayen, yet Heayen winks : 
My Sighs aſcend, my Tears fali down, yet none 
In Heaven or Earth, gives caſe unto my Moane. 
| 2 


bs © 

et Moan & Sigh, my Soul ; for though he kill me, - 
Still will Thopein bim that can releaſe me: 
| When I have empti'd all my Sinnes, hel fill me 
Wick bu, race ; for He 47 actwnbrac? 
Theugh Weeping may abide ar Evening ſure 
Joy in the Morning comes, and all's ſecure, BA 
— | Ry 
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21 

» .| Why artthou then, my Sonle, ſo much caſt down? 

Or why, poor Heart, thus fretſt then in my breaſt? 

Aﬀeer thy fall, His Favours may be ſhowne ; 

br. = _ TAR finde a es ; 1 

, And thoug go forth weeping with their 
They (hal come joyful home,with Sheavs at need. 


23 
Thrice happy Sinner was that blefſed Saint, 
Who though He fell with puffe of womans laſt, 
Went forth and Wept, with many. « bitter Plaint, 
And by his Tears obtained Grace at Jaſt : 

But Wretched I have fell of mine accord, 

Ten thouſand times againſt the living Lord : 

23 

Yet cannot ſtraine one true repentant Teare, 
Togain the Bliffe from which my Sonl is baniſhe ; 
My fliaty Heart true Sorrowing doth forbeare, 
And from my ſence all-crae Remorſe is vaniſhr ; 

For Hearr & Sence are cloy'd with Sence of Sin, 

That there's no place for Grace to enter in. 


24 
, | Noplace (Dear Lord)unlefſe thy Goodneſs pleaſe, 
To pitty Him, that worſt deſeryes of any; 
And in thy tender Mercy, grant him Eaſe, 
As thon'tofore haſt Mercy ſhew'd to many. 
The clouds of Sin do vaniſh when thy Grace 
Enters the Heart ; O anake my Heart thy Place. 


Happy 


, KY 
4 ' - + 
omg Oo TITTY RO wrap 
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FI” 25 
Happy were man, if Sin had never been : 
Thrice Happy now, if Sins he would forſake z 
But Happier far, if for his wicked Sin, 
He would Repent, atid hearty Sorrow make, 
_ Leaving the Drofle, and fleſhly DeleRation, 
Togainin Heayen a laſting Habitation. 


26 
There is the Place, wherein all Sorrows dye ; 
Where Joy excceds all Joyes that ever were ; 
Where Angels make continuall Harmony : 
The Minde ſet free from Care, Diſtruft, and Feare ; 
There all receive true Contentation. 
And Happy made, by Heavenly Contemplation. 


27 
O why ſhould Man, that bears the ſtamp of Heaven, 
So much decline Heavens holy Will, and Pleaſure ? 
O why was Sence and Reaſon to him given, 
That in his dayly Sins will know no meaſare ? 

He knows the Sad account that muſt be made 

For Sin ; yet he makes Sin his dayly trade. 

8 


2 
This to recount (Dear God) doth kill my Soule, 
But that chy Mercy quickneth it again : 
O heare me Lord in Bitternefle of Dole, 
That of my Sins doe proſtrate here Complaine : 
And at thy feet with Mary knock for Grace, 
Though wanting Maries Tearsto wet my = | 
| When 


The Sinners Plea, KL 


. 29 

When She had loſt thy preſence but one m 4 

The want was ſuch, her Heart cou-d not ſultaine, 

Bat to Thy tomb alone She took her way, 

And there with Sighs and Tears She did Complain; 
Nor with Her ſclfc contented ere was ſhe, ' 

Untill again, She got a fight of Thee, 


30 
But T have loſt thy Preſcnce all my dayes, 
And ſtill am flack to ſeek thee as Iſhould ; 
* My wretched Sonle in deadly Sin fo ſtayes, 
I am unfit to ſee thee thongh T would : 
Yet if I would with Tears, Thy comming tend, 
To me, as Mary, Thou would(t prove a friend, 


ZI 
Tears are the Key that ope the way to Bliſſe , 
The holy Water quenching Heavens quick Fire*—_ 
Th' Atonement true *twixt God and our amiſle; 
The Angels drink, the blefled Sainrs deſire, 

The Joy of Chrift, the Balmof grieved Heart, 

The Spring of Life, the Eaſe of every Smart. 


32 

O wherefore is my ſteely Heart fo hard ? 

Why am I made of mettall unrelenting ? 

Why is all Ghoſtly Comfort from me bard ? 

Or to what end'do I defer Repenring ? (me 
Can luſtfull Fleſh, or flattering World perſwade 
That I can ſcape the power of him that made = | 


—_ 


— 
_ 
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of 
No, no : The ſecret "0. of each Heart, 
Both ſees, and knowes each Deed chat T have done ; 
And for each Deed will pay me home with Smart: 
No pace can ſerve His Will decreed ro ſhun : 
T ſhould deceive my ſelfe to thinke that he 


For Sin weuld panifh others, and not Me. 


| 34 
Oar firſt borne Sire, firſt breeder of mans Thrall, 
For one bare Sjn was of PerfeQion reft, 
And all Mankinde were baniſht by his Fall, 
From Paradiſe, and unto Sorrow left : 
Ifhe for one, and all for him feell Paine ; 
Then for ſo many, what ſhall I ſuſtaine > 


| 35 
The Angels made t attend on God in Glory, 
| Were thruſt from Heaven for one Sin alone ; 
Thar but in mars, 7 (for ſo Records the Story ) 
For Which they ſtill in laſting Darknefſe Groane : 
If Thoſe once Glorious, thus tormented be; 
Ah wicked I 1 what will become of Me ? 


36 \ | | 
What will become of Mc, that not in Thought, 
In alone, bar in each Word and Deed, 
A thouſand thouſand deadly Sins have wrought, 
Andftill do worke, whereat my Heart deth Bleed ? 
For even now, in this my Sad complaining, 
With new made Sins, my fleſb, my Soul js ng 


i*«. =mkd# A.0 ca 
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O chat T were nmoritzy forme cloſe Cave | 

Whereall alonetetired from Delight z -_ 

I might my Sighs and Tears untroubled have, 

And never come in Wretched IIS 
Whoſe ill bewitching company ſtyl brings 


Deep provocation, whence more Danger ſprings. 
8 


3 
Ill Company, the cauſe of many Woes; 
The pleaſing Bait that hides the ſubtle Hooke 2 
The Rock unſcengthat ſhipyracker ſouls orethrows: 
The weeping Crocodile that kills with looke : 
How Many Souls have periſhr by thy Guile, 
Whom thou halt led to Hell even with a ſmile ? 


| 29 
O who will give me Tears that I may Waile, - 
Both Nights and Dayes, the Dangers I have paſt? 
My Soul my Soul, tis much for thy availe, 
That thou art gotten from their ſtraitsatlaſt: 
. OJoy ! but in thy Joy mix Tears withall, . 

That Thou haſt tinxe co ſay, Lord heare me call. 

| 40 \ 

I might as others Lord, have periſhed + 5 
| Amid mv Sins, and damnable Delights; (cherifhed 
But thou {Good God) with care my Soule haſt 
| And brought ic home rolook on heavenly Lights; 
Ah me ! what Thanks, what Service can I render 
Tothee, that of my (afery arc ſo tender ? VER 
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| | | Ar 
* Now del curſe the time lever went 
. In Sins black Path that leadeth to Damnation r 
Now dol hate the houres-! have mif-ſpenc 
In fdle Vice, negle&ir g Souls Salvation ; 
And to redeeme the time I have miſ-worne, 
I wiſh this houre [ were againe New-borne. 


YR ONES 57 42 
But vaine it is (asſaith the Wiſeſt man) 
Tecall againe the Dy, that ence is paſt; 
O let me ſee what beſt is for me than, | 
Togaine thy Favour, whilſt my life doth laft, 
That in the N-xt, I my bacr-worthy be, 
Even in the meancft place to wait on Thee. 


I will as did the Prodigal Son ſometimes, 

Upen my knees with hearty true Contrition, 

And weeping Eyes, — my former Crimes, 

And humbly beg upon my low Submiſſion, 
That thou wilt not of former Faults deteR me, 
But like a loving Farther now reſpet me. 


Sven this will I in Sorowing fpend my breath; 

And ſpot my Face with never-dying Teares, 

Till aged wrinckles, Meſſengers of Death, = 

Have purchas'd Mercy, and remoy'd my Feares 
And then the world within my looks ſhall read,' 
The pitious Weack unbridled 'Sin hath made. 1 
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45 
And that which was a Pleaſure ts behold, 
Shall be to mee an ever-griping Paine ; 
All my miſdeeds ſhall one, and one be told, 
That I may ſce what Tyrants have me laine ; 
And when have thus muſtered themaparr, 
I will diſplay en cacha bleeding Heart. 


46 
And leſt my Tears ſhould faile me at moſt need, 
Before Faiths face Ile fix my Saviours Paſſion, 
And ſce how His moſt precious ſide did Bleed, 
And note His Death, and Torment in ſach faſhion; 
Agnever man the like did undertake : 

For Freely He hath done it for my ſake. 


47 .. 
If this his Mercy, and his kindnefſe ſhowne, 
Cannot provoke me unto tender Crying ; 
Then will I back again turne to My owne, 
Mine own Sins cauſe of His moſt cruell Dying 3 
ARE! _ - Tears mine Eyes can finde ; 
ig e Tears, Tears make m Eycs 
- y poor Eyct 


Till T have found Him what Scutnbig 
T:l| Winter paffe, and birdsof Spring returne, 
Till He my Hearr ſhall throughly try, and prove, 
And make it with His heavenly Love to burne : 
Then tothe world His Praiſe will Ienrowle, 
And tell what he hath done for my poor Soule- 
| Weeping 
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che world ſhall throw, 
aradife remove ; 


here wi eof Angels I ſhall ſing | 
Bleſt Halclujah's to Ry Kings 


Whoſe Throne the Saints and Martyrs fill attend ; 
Crowns outheir heads, and Palmes daſpt inthcir 
Eojoying ing all the Joys that haveno End ; (Hands, 
from their Sins, and Satans heavy Bands. 
This. is thy Power, & Love (Great God) that we 
That were thy Foes ,-thall have ſuch FO 


FINIS. 


